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inquisitive glances at the members of the Staff;
for some reason he is haunted by a dreadful
suspicion that their calmness is assumed. It
began already when he returned from com-
mandeering those rugs. The telephone, taken
from one of the farms, seemed to look down from
the wall with a wooden expression; from the
ceiling hung the electric lamp installed there
" by order." Nobody took the slightest notice
of his helpfulness. Indeed, one might almost
have thought that they had had enough of his
eternal fussing. As he went out the thought
flashed into Juha's mind that this new life had
now lasted seven weeks.

And nothing has really changed. The evening
is calm, even the firing at Kuuskoski has quietened
down a little. Still hanging on there, the
Butchers. ... A sentinel stands at the gate.
From the road comes the sound of footsteps;
two people are approaching. One is a man, the
other a woman; both wear good fur coats and
both are silent. There they go, gentlefolk, the
master of Paitula reporting at headquarters,
accompanied as usual by his wife. The firing
at Kuuskoski becomes more and more desultory.
Is anything special happening? There is such
a funny feeling in the air,

Juha went into the shed and dispiritedly
gathered an armful of wood. What is all this ?
He stopped in the middle of a movement and